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230 THE VILLAGE CUKE. 

the jealousies and fears of civilized nations regarding each other ; and 
by consequence all the enormous expense ; oppressive taxation, and con- 
scription of their military provisions ; and all the bloodshed, devastation 
and crimes which defacethe image of God over the whole earth. 



THE VILLAGE CURE. 
AN INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

A large force called the Revolutionary Army had just arrived in Ly- 
ons. They were men of horrid passions and lusts — men to whose hearts 
Mercy and Pity were strangers. Fifty of the inhabitants were sacrificed 
every day. Without the shadow of a reason men were seized and behead- 
ed. It was not long before victims were wanting. Then it was that the 
villages began to feel the horrors of the Revolution. Companies were 
despatched to the various villages to procure candidates for the scaffold. 
Thousands were thus dragged from their homes, fooled with promises of 
a trial in Lyons, and murdered. One morning a company of three hun- 
dred left Lyons at day-break and proceeded to a little town called Crem- 
ienx. The sun had just risen as they entered the village. It was a beau- 
tiful morning, and the sky was undirnmed by a cloud. The mountains 
were mantled with green and bespangled with dew drops. The inhabi- 
tants were one after another seized and were placed within the ranks of the 
soldiers to be marched to Lyons. The sun was well on his course when 
the brute soldiery proceeded to take the village cure. His dwelling was 
a small and humble one, almost entirely covered with the ivy and vine. 
There, right in front of it was a little garden full of flowers, blooming 
ever so fair. Many a pleasant hour had the old man spent there in cul- 
tivating the tender plants. The soldiers halted before his door, and a 
commissary who was with them entered the gate. A pretty little sun- 
burnt child was playing with a goat that was tied to a tree. Poor child ! 
he knew not that the old cure, his hired adopted father, was soon to leave 
him for Lyons — not to come back laden with presents for him — no ! but 
to ascend the scaffold ! The commissary entered the house and found him 
in a small parlor. " You must go with me to Lyons," said the commis- 
sary " I am sure they have nothing to lay to my charge," said the cure 
with a quivering voice. 

" I will protect you," said the commissary, and he followed him. As 
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they were passing through the garden, the little child left his play and 
ran and caught hold of the cure's robes, crying — " where are you going ? 
Monsieur de cure — "Where are you going ?" 

" I am going to Lyons," said the cure. 

" You are going to Lyons, are you ? — and will you not buy me a drum 
— or a picture book — no ! no ! bring me a rosary." 

" I will," said the old man bursting into tears, for he could not bear to 
tell the child of his heart that he never should come back again ! They 
marched the poor man to Lyons — thence into a prison cell, and when the 
bright, beautiful morning came, they led him up to the scaffold and he 
was beheaded! D. "W. B. 

Avon, Gt. 



THE BATTLE OP NEW ORLEANS. 

BY A. G. COMINGS. 

England and the United States had been enemies. As such, they had 
contended with fierce death-weapons. Many thousands of men, the 
hardy, the young and the brave, had dropt their mangled forms upon the 
gory fields of war-strife. 

Commissioners to conclude a treaty of peace had been laboring for 
full twenty months, when, on the twenty-fourth of December a treaty of 
peace was concluded, and duly signed. The two nations ceased to be 
enemies. They became friends. They took each other by hand, and 
mutually vowed to live in peace and love. 

Thus peace prevailed upon one side of the Atlantic, while war frown- 
ed upon the other. The western world had been the theatre of war, 
while the eastern had been chosen as the place for peace negotiations. 

The daughters, the sisters, and the mothers, of England, whose fath- 
ers, whose brothers, or whose sons, bore in America the weapons and 
endured the dangers of war, exulted and shouted for joy, that peace had 
prevailed ; and they rejoiced that the dear ones, for whom their hearts 
beat with high and noble affection, would soon come back to receive 
heir embraces of love. 

The ship which was to bear the news that the two nations were friends 
— that Englishmen and Americans were no longer enemies, — spread her 
sails to catch the soft breeze that might offer to advance the great mis- 
sion of good-will, As she cleared for America, the secret whisperings 
of the excited hearts that beat in the bosoms of thousands of England's 
fairest daughters, breathed a soft but earnest " God speed the ship." 



